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PIONEER  DAYS 

of 

GEORGE  H,  A.  BURKHflRDT 


HAVE  a  true  story  for  my  grand  chil¬ 
dren.  A  long  time  ago  in  Germany 
across  the  sea  a  little  family  packed 
up  a  meager  lot  of  things  into  bags, 
small  boxes  and  satchels.  They  were 
ready  for  a  long  journey  to  a  new 
country  called  America.  One  of  this 
family  was  little  George  Burkhardt,  just  two  years  old. 
He  was  a  chubby  toddler  with  blue  eyes  and  flaxen 
locks  of  golden  curls.  Little  George’s  father  also  was 
named  George,  as  was  his  grandfather. 

The  little  George  that  I  am  telling  you  about  was 
the  father  of  your  own  grandfather  (and  that  is  me). 
Where  he  lived  as  a  baby  there  was  a  small  town 
called  “  Dreitsheim”  and  the  state  was  Wurtemberg  in 
Germany.  It  was  a  pretty  place  but  there  were  lots 
of  unhappy  people  because  they  were  afraid  of  a  war 
that  might  come. 

Little  George’s  father  did  not  want  to  be  in  the 
army  and  as  he  already  had  a  brother  named  Michael 
in  America,  where  all  seemed  to  be  peaceful,  he  urged 
his  good  wife  to  consent  to  go  to  the  new  country 
far  away  across  the  sea.  His  wife’s  name  was  Elizabeth 
Freisinger  before  they  were  married.  They  planned 
together  for  the  new  home  and  the  long  trip  they 
knew  would  take  them  many  weeks  . 

I  remember  so  very  well  how  gentle  and  kind  my 
grandfather  was  when  I  was  a  child.  He  liked  children 
and  always  had  bright  red  and  white  striped  sticks  of 
candy  when  visiting  us.  He  called  me  “Frankie”  and  I 
lived  with  him  three  weeks  when  I  was  six  years  old. 

Now  in  our  story  the  little  Burkhart  family  is  say¬ 
ing  good  bye  to  relatives  and  are  carted  to  the  dock 
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where  they  go  on  board  one  of  the  crudely  outfitted 
boats  that  were  used  in  carrying  emigrants  overseas. 
This  was  in  the  summer  of  1847.  The  ocean  boats 
were  crowded  with  many  families  who  were  on  the 

way  to  America.  Little 
George  had  a  baby  brother 
too  small  to  walk. There  were 
storms  at  sea  and  awful  big 
waves  that  tossed  the  boat 
about  so  that  many  were 
very  sick  and  several  died  on 
the  way  over.  Little  George’s 
brother  was  one  of  these  and 
it  is  very  sad  to  know  that 
the  poor  baby  had  to  be 
buried  at  sea.  That  means 
its  body  was  wrapped  and 
placed  in  a  box  and  dropped 
ON  THE  ATLANTIC  over  the  side  of  the  boat  into 

the  water.  How  sad  were  the  parents  to  be  sure. 


At  last  they  arrived  in  New  York  City,  where  they 
changed  to  another  boat.  This  one  was  not  so  large. 
A  great  canal  had  been  built  to  Buffalo. 

It  is  still  called  the  Erie  Canal.  The  boats 
were  pulled  by  mules  and  horses.  There 
were  canal  locks  and  always  sights  along 
the  banks  and  yet  it  was  slow  and  tire¬ 
some  to  travel  night  and  day.  At  last 
they  came  to  Buffalo,  where  they  again 
changed,  this  time  from  the  slow  boat  to 
a  rumbling,  bumpy  stage  coach. 

Can  you  imagine  how  tired  the  little 
fellow  must  have  been  all  this  time?  On 
the  coach  there  were  bumps  and  jolts  and  thumps  till 
everybody  was  sore  and  tired.  There  were  no  trolley 
cars,  no  busses  or  no  steam  trains.  They  at  last  reached 
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Pittsburgh  and  here  again  they  changed.  This  time 
from  the  coach  to  a  river  packet  on  the  Ohio  River. 
The  boat  floated  down  the  river  and  when  it  reached 
Portsmouth,  Ohio,  they  left  the  boat  and  with  all  their 
goods  and  things,  boarded  a  coach  drawn  by  horses. 
Another  tiresome  trip  and  a  lot  of  shaking  ups.  They 

at  last  arrived  at  Co- 
lumus,  Ohio.  How  glad 
little  George  must  have 
been  when  he  could 
play  in  the  yard  under 
the  trees.  In  Columbus 
his  father  and  mother 
pioneer  stage  coach  learned  how  to  make 

matches  to  sell.  But  another  sad  thing  happened.  His 
mother  died  before  they  were  there  a  year.  About  two 
years  later  his  father  married  again  and  decided  to 
move  to  a  new  home  in  the  woods  in  a  wild  part  of 
Auglaize  County.  The  township  was  named  Noble 
and  was  once  a  part  of  Mercer  County.  All  that  little 
George  remembered  about  his  childhood  home  in 
Columbus  was  that  a  great  big  mulberry  tree  stood  in 
their  yard  and  that  many  other  children  came  to  gather 
the  big  sweet  berries.  Columbus  was  a  small  place 
then.  In  years  after  he  tried  to  find  the  former  home 
but  was  never  sure  as  to  the  location. 


When  the  family  arrived  in  the  big  woods  and 
found  the  land  on  which  to  make  their  home,  they 
began  to  camp, 
using  the  wagon 
as  a  house.  It  was 
a  covered  wagon 
and  in  it  they  had 
brought  only  a 
scant  amount  of  clothes  and  cooking  vessels  and  other 
needed  articles.  It  took  several  days  to  build  a  log  hut 
in  which  to  live.  There  were  wild  hogs  and  thousands 
of  squirrels  in  the  forests  of  trees  that  stood  all  around. 


EARLY  SETTLER  AND  OUTFIT 


ST.  MATTHEWS  LUTHERAN  CHURCH  and  THE  QUILNA  TRAIL  IN  SHAWNEE  TOWNSHIP 

For  57  years  Geo.  H.  A.  Butkhardt  was  a  faithful  member  of  St.  Matthews. 

A  most  unique  monument  marks  his  resting  place  in  the  cemetery  here. 
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Wild  animals  and  hawks  added  to  the  troubles  in 
growing  garden  eatables  and  grain.  One  of  the  earliest 
articles  of  food  to  get  started  was  beans,  followed  by 
corn  after  some  of  the  trees 
were  cut  down  and  burned. 

The  first  fence  to  be  built 
around  the  house  was  just 
a  hedge  of  brush  taken  from 
limbs  of  trees  of  the  forest. 

Little  George  was  six 
years  old  in  March  of  the 
first  winter  spent  in  the  big 
woods.  The  nearest  house 
was  that  of  his  uncle  Michael  almost  a  mile  away.  Only 
bypaths  were  open  to  the  old  Wayne  Trace  road  that 
led  from  St.  Marys  to  Ft.  Wayne.  That  historic  road 
was  about  two  miles  from  the  Burkhart  pioneer  home. 
So  here  in  the  woods  they  started  to  make  matches  by 


AN  EARLY  DAY  PEST 


LOG  HUT  OF  NOBLE  TOWNSHIP  TYPE 


hand  tools  and  to  peddle  them  in  St,  Marys  and  other 
places.  This  was  from  1850  and  on  for  several  years. 
During  this  time  fields  were  cleared,  wells  dug#  fruit 
trees  started  and  larger  buildings  put  up.  These  were 
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SHEP 


times  of  hardships.  Clothes  were  entirely  of  home-spun 
goods  and  goots  and  shoes  also  were  home-made. 

When  our  subject,  George,  was  only  six  years  old  he 
had  an  adventure  with  a  deer.  Often  he  recited  how 
one  day  as  he  sat  by  the  log  hut  at  play  with  his  pet 
dog  nearby,  a  deer  came  into  the  brush-enclosed  yard 
unafraid.  He  said  “Sick  ’em,  Shep!”  and  there  was  a 
scramble  as  the  deer  leaped  over 
the  brush  with  the  dog  right  at 
his  heels.  At  the  barn  the  deer 
made  a  leap  to  get  over  another 
fence.  Shep  was  so  close  that  he 
caught  hold  of  one  of  the  deer’s 
feet  and  hung  on  like  a  trap  while 
the  excited  George  gave  an  alarm 
that  resulted  in  his  father  hurry¬ 
ing  up  with  his  ax  to  kill  the  deer. 

It  is  needless  to  state  here  that 
there  was  a  good  supply  of  venison  in  the  Burkhart 

homestead  for  many  days  thereafter. 
The  boyhood  days  of  George  were 
not  dull  even  though  times  were 
hard.  His  father  had  to  depend  upon 
hunting  in  the  early  days  so  that 
the  family  would  have  more  and 
better  food.  The  woods  were  well 
populated  by  squirrels,  black,  red, 
gray  and  the  big  fox  squirrels  were 
plentiful.  In  fact  they  were  pests 
and  had  to  be  driven  from  the  early 
corn  and  wheat  patches.  There  also 
were  many  wild  turkeys,  and  wild  ducks  and  geese,  to 
say  nothing  about  yellow  hammers  and  quail  in  great 
abundance,  with  some  pheasants  also  in  the  woods. 

Thus  in  the  early  pioneer  days  while  he  was  yet  a 
boy  George  was  trained  much  to  his  delight,  to  use 
a  rifle  and  shot  gun.  He  had  great  sport  in  bagging 
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squirrels,  quail,  pheasants  and  even  wild  turkeys.  But 
he  often  related  how  he  once  came  upon  a  pretty  faun 
and  could  have  had  an  easy  kill,  but  had  not  the  heart 
to  shoot  the  baby  deer.  The  Miami  and  Erie  Canal, 
just  completed  a  few  years,  was  about  three  miles 

to  the  east  and  the  great  St.  Marys 
Reservoir  was  but  three  miles  to 
the  south.  This  artificial  lake  was 
known  as  the  largest  in  the  world 
for  many  years.  Built  to  feed  water 
into  the  canal,  the  lake  covered 
many  thousands  of  acres  of  timber 
and  swamp  lands  and  early  became 
an  ideal  place  for  fishing  and  wild  fowl  hunting.  Thus 
with  such  diversions  the  hard  work  in  woods  and  field 
was  softened.  We  can  no  longer  speak  of  him  as  little 
George  as  he  advanced  in  his  teen  years  and  was 
taught  a  trade  and  to  handle  an  ax  in  the  woods.  He 
learned  to  repair  shoes  and  to  make  matches.  He  also 
became  a  handy  man  as  a  blacksmith  while  yet  a  boy. 


BEARS  ALWAYS  KEPT  OUT  OF  SIGHT 


One  could  relate  many  more  adventures  that  were  his 
experience.  He  heard  wolves  at  night  and  saw  bear 
tracks,  but  never  encountered  either  of  these.  He  also 
heard  the  far  cry  of  a  panther  and  once  caused  a  lynx 
to  vacate  a  path,  but  never  had  a  direct  encounter. 
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There  were  many  stories  told  at  firesides  for  years 
relating  to  stirring  and  even  fatal  attacks  of  wild  ani¬ 
mals  but  most  of  these  were  never  fully  proven  to  be 
true.  There  was  a  Mr.  Mechtner  (who  was  father-in- 


AN  UNWELCOME  VISITOR 


law  to  Wm.  Burkhart,  a  brother  of  George)  who  was 
attacked  by  a  young  panther  in  a  woods  some  three 
miles  away.  He  was  a  young  and  athletic  man  at  the 
time  and  after  a  desperate  struggle  succeeded  in  chok¬ 
ing  the  great  cat,  which  had  leaped  upon  him  from  an 
overhanging  limb.  I  listened  to  him  as  he  related  the 
story  in  detail  when  I  was  a  boy.  I  also  looked  upon 
the  long  scars  across  his  back  as  he  displayed  them  to 
a  group  of  men  in  a  harvest  field.  You  can  guess  how 
queer  I  felt  and  how  close  I  kept  to  the  house  after 

dusk,  because  it  gave  me  the  creeps. 

Of  course  there  were  many  sad 
things  to  happen  to  a  family  living 
in  the  woods.  There  were  always 
dangers  from  snakes,  falling  trees 
and  wild  animals.  Boys  were  early 
trained  to  use  axes  and  were  allowed 
to  cut  down  trees.  One  of  George’s 
brothers  named  William  (my  uncle) 

he  kept  youngsters  had  two  fingers  cut  off  while  playing 
in  at  night  with  another  brother  whose  name 

was  Henry.  Both  were  little  fellows,  and  were  cutting 
sticks  with  an  ax.  This  made  us  shudder  and  was 
always  a  lesson  in  the  family  to  be  careful  with  an  ax. 
Our  subject,  George,  met  with  a  bad  mishap  with 
an  ax  when  about  ten  years  old.  The  ax  glanced  and 
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THE  PIONEER’S  FRIEND 


almost  cut  off  one  of  his  toes.  He  ran  home  and  his 
step-mother  set  the  toe  back  in  place  and  it  grew  fast 
but  was  not  straight.  When  we  were  children  we  often 
coaxed  to  see  the  crooked  toe  that  looked  so  odd  to  us. 
There  were  no  doctors  handy  and  many  times  they  had 
to  use  guess  work  in  applying  remedies.  They  had  a 

sickness  called  the  ague.  Chil¬ 
dren  would  get  chills  and  shake 
and  shake  till  their  teeth  would 
chatter.  The  swamps  and  the 
poisons  in  the  air  caused  this 
until  all  the  swamps  and  ponds 
were  drained  by  big  ditches. 
They  used  to  chop  down  nice  great  big  trees  and  burn 
them  up  to  get  them  out  of  the  way.  Once  upon  a  time 
George  was  helping  to  make  fires  by  throwing  brush 
and  sticks  upon  a  burning  heap.  He  got  too  close  and 
a  blouse  he  was  wearing  caught  fire.  He  started  to  run 
for  home  trying  to  pull  it  off  on  the  way.  When  he 
got  home  all  that  was  left  was  one  sleeve  that  he  could 
not  get  off  his  arm.  And  it  was  a  nice  new  blouse,  too ! 

When  I  was  a  small  boy  my  father  (George)  would 
sometimes  drive  from  Shawnee  Township  in  Allen 
County  to  the  Noble  Township 
homestead  in  a  farm  wagon.  It 
would  take  all  day.  Sometimes 
we  would  all  go  along.  I  mean 
my  brothers  and  sisters.  We 
would  visit  the  uncles  and 
aunts,  our  “  grand  pa”  and  all. 

Sometimes  we  would  go  fish¬ 
ing  in  the  St.  Marys  lake.  On 
many  other  occasions  I  would 
go  along  to  hunt  squirrels.  I  would  carry  as  many  as 
I  could.  They  killed  so  many  that  they  would  skin 
and  dress  them  and  salt  them  down  in  large  kegs. 
When  I  was  six  years  old  our  aunt  Caroline  stayed 
with  us  a  long  time  and  one  day  she  got  ready  to  go 
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home  to  my  grandfather’s.  She  jokingly  said — would 
any  of  you  children  like  to  go  along?  I  spoke  up  and 
said  yes.  My  father  consented  and  she  took  me  along 


MY  FIRST  TRAIN  RIDE 


on  the  train.  That  was  my  first  train  ride.  I  tried  to 
count  the  fence  posts.  My  but  that  was  a  fast  trip  from 
Hume  to  St.  Marys  in  Ohio. 

I  had  a  very  good  time.  We  stayed  over  three  weeks 
and  I  surprised  them  by  not  getting  homesick.  My 
youngest  uncle,  Jacob,  was  a  good  sport  to  me.  He 
allowed  me  to  stand  up  and  ride  on  a  blind  horse  named 

Charley.  I  played  circus  on  horse¬ 
back.  He  made  traps  to  catch  quail 
birds  in  and  I  would  get  to  go  out 
to  see  what  was  in  the  traps  that 
were  out  in  the 
woods.  One  day 
I  found  a  nice 
bunny  rabbit  penned  up  in  the 
box  trap.  Another  day  my  uncle 
Bill  (William)  saw  some  wild 
turkeys  fly  down  into  a  corn  field. 

He  ran  for  a  rifle  and  poking  the 
barrel  through  a  fence,  he  fired  a  prize  gobbler 
and  hit  a  nice  big  turkey  gobbler.  It  was  so  big  that  I 
could  hardly  lift  it.  My,  oh,  how  good  that  turkey  was ! 
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Many  times  since  have  I  tried  in  vain  to  fancy  a  like 
flavor  in  the  turkey  dinners  I  have  been  permitted  to 
enjoy.  But  alas,  it  is  as  vain  as  phantom  yearnings  for 
things  that  “Mother  used  to  make.”  The  well  springs 
of  youth  and  the  enchantments  of  distance  ever  spring 
up  in  the  human  breast. 

I  have  often  marvelled  at  the  many  impressive 
things  that  crowded  in  upon  me  during  the  few  weeks 
I  spent  at  the  home  of  my  Grandfather.  There  were 
house  raisings,  harvestings,  threshings  and  so  many 
local  doings. 

I  recall  how  my  aunt  Maggie  would  primp  up  for 
a  beau  who  came  quite  often,  and  aunt  Christene 
who  was  so  charming  and  attractive.  I  can  yet  see  her 
with  such  wonderful  eyes  and  a  strand  of  colorful 
beads  which  added  to  her  most  graceful  and  slender 
figure.  My  childish  feelings  were  hurt  to  hear  her  com¬ 
plain  as  to  how  some  of  the  impressive  swains  of  the 
day  would  squeeze  her  hand  too  tightly  in  their  man¬ 
ner  of  greeting  her.  And  there  was  aunt  Caroline  (Cal). 
Often  have  I  wondered  at  the  jovial  spirit  and  buoy- 
ishness  she  carried  with  her  in  the  days  of  her  maiden¬ 
hood.  She  could  yodel  or  sing  and  the  stirring  ripples 
of  her  laughter  were  as  sunshine  to  every  group  of 
guests  who  were  favored  by  her  presence.  I  am  sure 
these  dear  aunts  knew  little  of  the  cosmetics  and 
beauty  helps  of  later  days.  It  does  seem  to  me  I  can 
recall  their  using  rose  petals  and  some  of  nature’s  col¬ 
ors,  but  all  in  all  here  were  three  wonderful  girls  who 
may  well  have  been  characters  in  “Little  Women”  or 
some  work  of  a  novel  genius. 

It  was  the  great  out  of  doors  where  I  made  my 
mark!  There  were  no  game  laws  and  the  great  “bushy 
woods”  of  thousands  of  acres  of  unbroken  timber  was 
not  far  away.  In  those  days  no  pleading  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  be  permitted  to  join  the  army  of  pest  fighters. 
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My  uncle  Jake  made  me  a  rubber  drawback  to  shoot 
at  birds  that  were  stealing  cherries.  One  day  I  hit  a 
big  Yellow  Hammer  and  killed  him.  So  my  aunt  Car¬ 
oline  roasted  it  for  me  all  alone.  There  were  lots  of 
ripe  berries  in  the  woods  so  my  uncle  Bill  told  me  he 

would  get  me  a  knife  if  I  picked 
two  gallons  for  him.  I  did  so  and 
he  bought  me  a  brass  handled  knife 
I  kept  this  knife  a  long  time  before 

pioneer  arms  over  *ost  ^  at  school.  My,  how  jealous 
the  fireplace  were  my  brothers  and  sisters  when 

I  came  home  from  my  visit  with  the  new  knife  and 
so  many  stories  about  the  pleasant  times  I  enjoyed 
Well,  I  must  tell  more  about  my  father  who  was 
the  little  George  that  came  over  from  Germany.  He 
lived  at  home  in  Noble  Township  until  he  was  twenty- 
one  years  old.  He  then  came  to  Allen  County  with 
an  ax  as  his  equipment  to  make  a  start  for  himself. 
He  chopped  wood  for  a  Mr.  Darling  and  also  a  Mr. 
Stockton  for  some  time.  The  wood  was  to  burn  on 
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the  D.  &  M.  R.  R.  He 
then  bought  40  acres  from 
Mr.  Stockton  in  Section 
22  of  Shawnee  Township. 

This  was  all  timber.  Not 
a  tree  had  ever  been  cut 
down  by  a  white  man 
when  he  started  to  cut 
wood  there.  He  paid  for 
the  40  acres  by  chopping. 

He  married  Mary  Bow- 
sher,  my  mother,  and  the 
first  home  was  called  a 
shanty.  I  have  a  mark  on 
my  head  caused  by  a  storm  blowing  the  stove  pipe 
down  and  cutting  a  gash  when  I  was  only  one  year 
old.  It  was  not  long  after  that  he  built  a  two-room 
addition  to  the  shanty.  There  was  a  log  barn  for  sev- 
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eral  years  before  the  big  one  was  built.  In  1883  the 
large  frame  house  was  built  and  here  my  father  lived 
all  the  balance  of  his  years.  There  was  a  sorghum 
cane  mill  near  the  house.  This  mill  was  run  by  him 

and  by  the  help  of  us  brothers  for 
many  years.  The  taffy  pullings  and 
lots  of  good  times  at  the  old  mill  are 
always  pleasant  to  remember.  My 
father  used  to  make  ax  handles  in  the 
winter.  We  children  would  help  to 
sandpaper  and  finish  them.  He  made 
lots  of  money  to  help  build  the  new 

off  for  a  mess  h°use  that  way. 
of  squirrels  George  Burkhart.-  my  father,  had 

no  chance  to  go  to  public  school.  When  a  boy  he 
spoke  German  only.  I  have  a  German  Primer  he  used 
in  learning  to  read  at  home.  He  was  a  regular  Sun¬ 
day  school  attendant  although  his  folks  had  a  long 
way  to  go  to  church.  He  was  a  stone  mason  and  also 
a  brick  mason  as  time  demanded  such  work.  He  built 
a  family  sleigh  carving  giant  swan  heads  arched  at 
the  top  end  of  each  runner.  There  were  stars  of  vari¬ 
ous  colors  on  the  body  of  the  fine  sleigh  which  was 
painted  a  deep  blue.  Many  sleigh 
rides  did  we  have  to  church  and  on 
winter  night  visits.  There  were 
two  horses  that  were  in  our  family 
service  for  many  years.  One  was 
named  Bill  and  the  other  was  John. 

The  latter  had  a  white  bald  spot  on  his  forehead  and 

was  very  proud  of  his  long  mane. 
He  pranced  and  danced  and  made 
a  fine  show.  Bill  was  tame  and 
steady.  Both  lived  to  an  age  of 
over  twenty-five  years,  which  is 
very  old  for  a  horse.  There  were 
two  dogs  that  were  well  liked  on  the  farm  when  I 
was  a  tot.  One  named  Sport,  was  a  yellow  and  white 
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spotted  house  dog  and  always  stayed  near  the  house. 
The  other,  named  Dash,  was  a  black  and  white  spot¬ 
ted  fellow  and  always  followed  the  horses  to  the  fields 
and  to  town.  On  one  trip  to 
town  he  was  lost  and  never 
found  his  way  back  home,  to 
the  great  sorrow  of  all  of  us. 

My  mother  died  when  I  was 
four  years  old  and  for  three 
years  we  had  quite  a  number  of 
housekeepers.  Some  were  aunts 
and  cousins  and  others  were 
strangers.  We  children  used  to 
climb  into  an  old  chest  used  as  DASH  never  came  back 

a  woodbox  at  scrubbing  time.  Here  we  were  kept 
until  the  floor  dried,  if  it  was  cold  out  doors.  My 
father  married  a  second  time  to  Emma  Bowsher.  This 
was  in  1880.  A  son,  Francis  Elden,  was  born  in  1882. 
From  my  father’s  first  marriage  there  were  children 
named  Charles  Washington,  Ida  Elizabeth,  Franklin 
Alphus,  William  Albert  and  Mary  Josephine. 

Thus  as  I  write  these  lines  on  Washington’s  birth¬ 
day  in  1935  I  am  trying  to  impress  on  my  kindred 
some  of  the  trials  and  scenes,  hardships  and  pleasures 
that  were  a  part  of  the  every  day  life  experience  of 
the  early  pioneers  who  carved  away  the  great  forests 
and  with  brawn  and  by  sweat  of  brow  cleared  up  the 
land.  They  founded  churches  and  schools  and  made 
ready  a  country  for  their  children  and  descendants. 
What  the  future  will  bring  forth  we  know  not.  Time 
will  reveal  many  new  ventures.  But  come  what  may 
the  real  trials  and  zealous  works  of  our  God-fearing 
pioneers  must  ever  be  lauded.  May  we  prove  worthy 
of  the  heritages  bestowed  upon  us. 

FRANK  A.  BURKHARDT 
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A  brief  statement  of  Geneology  of  the  Burkhart  or 
Burkhardt  family  pioneers  of  Auglaize  County,  Ohio : 

Three  sons  who  came  to  America  from  Wurtem- 
berg,  Germany,  were  sons  of  George  Burkhart,  whose 
father  was  also  named  George.  The  family  seat  was  in 
a  hamlet  referred  to  as  “  Dreitsheim.” 

Michael  Burkhart  was  the  oldest  son  and  the  first 
to  come  to  America  in  about  1845. 

He  located  in  Columbus,  Ohio,  and  began  manu¬ 
facturing  matches  which  at  that  time  was  a  new  ven¬ 
ture  and  an  untried  invention. 

Margaret  Burkhart,  who  married  George  Koenig, 
was  the  first  born  of  Michael’s  children.  She  was  born 
in  Germany  on  November  10,  1837. 

Elizabeth  Burkhart,  who  married  Andrew  Collen- 
berict,  was  born  on  December  22,  1841. 

Catherine  Burkhart,  who  married  Matthias  Brod- 
beck,  was  born  on  October  22,  1843. 

John  Burkhart  was  born  in  Columbus,  Ohio,  in 
October,  1846.  Michael,  Jr.,  and  Henry  died  in  early 
childhood. 

George  Burkhart,  who  was  a  brother  to  Michael, 
came  to  America  in  1847  and  joined  him  in  Columbus 
as  also  did  another  brother,  Henry.  George  died  in 
June,  1896. 

The  three  brothers  and  their  families  moved  from 
Columbus  to  Noble  Township  in  Auglaize  County, 
Ohio,  in  1850.  Two  of  the  brothers,  Michael  and 
George,  took  up  land  and  established  homesteads  per- 
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manently/  but  Henry  moved  on  to  Indiana  and  his 
descendants  are  to  be  found  in  Michigan  City,  Elkhart, 
South  Bend  and  other  Indiana  localities. 

The  children  of  George  were  George  H.  A.  Burk¬ 
hart,  who  was  born  March  20,  1845,  in  Germany.  He 
died  in  October,  1922. 

To  a  second  union  there  was  born  as  follows: — 

Frederick  Burkhart, 

Caroline,  who  married  William  Stevely. 

Henry,  who  died  in  early  manhood. 

William,  who  was  twice  married. 

Christine,  who  married  Lewis  Bowsher. 

Maggie,  who  married  John  Fisher. 

Jacob,  who  married  and  resided  on  the  homestead. 

The  descendants  of  these  are  located  mainly  in 
Auglaize  and  Allen  Counties  in  Ohio. 
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A  translation  of  the  Baptismal  and  Birth  Record  of 
George  Burkhardt  from  the  Original  in  German  script 
and  bearing  a  seal  of  Roman  letters  as  follows: 

“MARKT  BUSTENAU,  APRIL  15th.  1847” 


EXTRACT 

From  the  Public  Birth  and  Baptismal  Register. 
In  the  year  One  Thousand  Forty  and  Five.  The 
Twentieth  of  March,  evening  at  8  o’clock. 

March  20tha  1845 

There  was  born  in  Bergbonn  in  wedlock,  and  on 
the  24th  of  March  was  baptized  in  the  Evangelical 
Lutheran  Faith 

ADAM  HENRY  GEORGE 


PARENTS 

George  Jacob  Burkhardt,  citizen  and  farmer  in 
Bergbonn,  and  Elizabeth  (ux)  wife,  nee  Feursinger, 
from  Berbertshofen,  both  Evangelical  Lutherans. 


WITNESSES 

Heinrich  Butz,  citizen  and  cobbler  in  Crettenbach, 
and  Adam  Endlein,  citizen  and  mason  in  Bergbonn. 

The  correctness  of  this  extract  is  vouched  for  by 

Pastor - of  the  royal  Murtemberg  Evangelical 

Parish. 


(It  is  noted  that  the  letter  “d”  is  used  in  the  name  Burkhardt 
which  is  also  used  on  the  tomb  of  Michael  in  the  St.  Marys 
Cemetery.) 
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